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a roar: so that finally I said to myself: Doubtless
something unusual is going on in the city. And
curious to know what in the world could be the
matter, I sent a chamberlain to see. So then, after
a while, that* chamberlain returned. And he said,
with excitement: O Maharaj, this is a very strange
affair, the like of which, as I imagine, has never
occurred before, either in this city of ours or any
other. For I learn by enquiry, that there came into
the city, a day or two ago, an old mime, from nobody
knows where. But the people say, that he must be
a Yaksha, or a Pishacha, or a R^kshasa, or it may be,
some Kinnara or Gandharwa, banished by reason of
a curse from his home in the Snowy Mountain; since
he has a face like a horse, and is clothed as nobody
else was ever clothed before, and carries about with
him a long flute, like the enemy of Kansd. And he
goes through the city from house to house, dancing
and singing and playing and telling stories: and all
those who listen to his songs are driven mad: so that
by means of them he has set the whole city in an
uproar. And now the citizens have collected in a body,
and seized him, and at this very moment they are
carrying him away outside the city, to offer him up
a sacrifice to Durga, as is suitable. For his songs have

d Krishna: the flute player par excellence. The Gandharwas
and Kinnaras were the heavenly musicians with horses* heads.
This last peculiarity does not seem easy of explanation.